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surrounded by heavily laden servants ; by sick men on carts, trundled
along by sweating hospital helpers.
From all these people together came a high-pitched querulous
gabbling. Women called to children and to husbands ; officers
shouted irritable orders to their men ; frightened children wept
piercingly ; hospital doctors demanded passageway for patients borne
in chairs and wounded soldiers on stretchers ; draymen and barrow-
men hoarsely bawled for gangway ; sailors hung from yards and
bowsprits to shout the names of vessels to the bewildered, harried
throng.
I'd seen groups of people set off on long voyages, weeping to part
from those they loved and scenes that were dear ; but never before
had I or any one else on the wharves or in the ships seen a throng
that would have peopled a whole city forced into exile and departing
in despair,, knowing not even the name of their destination.
I caught fleeting glimpses, like quick-moving shadows across a
.fire screen, of folk my father and I had known for years. Foster
Hutchinson, a judge of the Supreme Court, peered down at me for
a moment and somehow made me think of a ruffled hen surrounded
by her brood. Clinging to him were his wife and nine children,
eight of them girls ; and while their father shouted at me to know
where the brigantine Millbanke could be found, his daughters looked
fearfully over their shoulders, as fluffy and frightened as newborn
chicks.
Harrison Gray appeared above me, hunting the vessel to which
he had been assigned. In his arms he carried his daughter, a slender,
beautiful girl, who was too ill to hold up her head. Sally Leighton
had known her well, and I wanted to run up the ladder to help them ;
but I didn't dare leave the sloop.
I saw Francis Green, one of the richest men in New England, who
had served as captain in the Loyal Association of Volunteers. He had
seven with him, women and children, and carried a spaniel under
his arm.
Daniel Leonard, George^s cousin, hurried by, herding his seven
children before him, and close after him came Henry Hutton of the
Custom House, with so many children and retainers I had no time
to count them. Ward Chipman shouted anxiously to me, asking
whether I'd seen Ed Winslow. It seemed to me that every one Pd
ever known was on that wharf. I caught glimpses of Robert Hallowell,
Doctor Sylvester Gardiner, the Dumaresques, John Joy and his house-
hold, Archibald McNeil "surrounded by a dozen dependents. I saw
Benjamin Faneuil's family ; Thomas Courtney's family ; Leverett
Saltonstall; scores of Winslows ; General Timothy Ruggles and his
family; James Putnam and half a dozen relatives ; a number of